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| From my cage I wish to say 


| Or a cipher telegram, 
| Hzxerrg 


8 
| With a most appallin 
oe 


| Hrerrg 2tti hnnwpflb 


| Hzerrg <xtti 


| authorities, “‘Oh my eye 


TO A CORILLA CIRL. 
(By a Disciple of Professor 
(farner. ) 


Mar of Afric, kindly stay, 

Words of thine—not said with 
ease— 

Looking like a cough or sneeze, 


ttt 
kkqam !* 


nnwpfb srth 


Goodness knows how one 
should sound 
Words where vowels don’t 


abound ; 
I should hurt my throat or 
lungs 
If!  - tongues, 
Feeble linguist that I am! 
Hrerrg ti hnnwpflb arth 
kkqam ! 





By that lip, which thus can 


peak 
shriek ; 
By that rather hairy face, 
Full of troglodytic grace— 
Thy complexion is not sham ; 
srth 
kkqam! 


This my phonograph will say 
In a sentimental way, 

Thy pronunciation seems 

Far beyond the wildest dreams 
Of a MezzoranTI, ma'am ; 
| Annwpflb 


eye 


srth | 


kkqam ! AN AFFAIR 


} 


* These words, in the Gorilla | 
language, are translated by some | 


she a stunner, and no mistake ? ” 


INHABITANTS, YOU KNOW!” 


a on ee dae | 
sep TT ae Ty) Fuyiily 
fj wr 4 h yr 


Oxbridge Undergraduate (from America), ‘1 SHOULD LIKE YOU TO SEE 
our Town oF PoKERVILLE, Proresson—oNLY TwENTy YEARS IN EXIST- 
! Ain’t| ENCE, AND Firry Taovsanp INHABITANTs !” 

The Professor of Archwology. ‘‘ AH—¥£38—VERY INTERESTING. 
| and by others, “‘ Waiter, bring me| PREFER, MYSELF, A Town Firry THovsanp YEARS OLD—-AND TWENTY 
| acocoa-nut and mashed bananas.” 


Maid of Afric, when I’m gone, 

Think of me, sweet, all - my 

In the London Prince’s Hall, 

With my talk, a trifle tall, 

And my priceless phonogram, 

Hererrg ti hnnwpfll srth 
kkqam ! 


THE GRAND OLD NAME. 


[Canon Bony, in a sermon to 
men delivered in a church in the 
north, addressed his congregation 
as “‘ Gentlemen.”*] 
Taanks, Canon Bopy! 

‘hurch 
We’ re glad of any “ forward 
movement,” 
And “Gentlemen!” for 
** Dearest friends!” 
Is certainly a vast improve- 
ment. 


eras eb MA 
1] West 

} i htt 

; * 
iy 


: 


if 


In the 


No doubt, however, twill be 
best 
Of moderate change to be 
solicitous ; 
‘* Dearly Beloved Gentlemen!” 
Sounds just a trifle infelici- 
tous, 


At weddings, too, ’twould be 
a move 
With curious consequences 


rife 
Toask the Bridegroom—"' Wilt 
thou have 
This Lady to your wedded 
wife?” 


ibis 


OF TASTE. 


‘Tne Eaos or THE GREAT 
Avx.”’—The meagre result of 
our extra-long and over-weari- 
some Parliamentary Session 
might well be described as 

** The Egg of the Great Talk.” 


I sHov_Lp 











| Acrosties has gone several better. He sends the following :— 


A SHACONIAN FYTTE. 


AccorDIne to a Detroit investigator, not only did Bacon write | 
‘‘ SHAKSPEARE,” but also Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, and all 
the other Elizabethan literature. However, the Hanwell Professor of 


and 
un- 


Eureka ! 
Hooray ! 
ravi 

The — that pes fer 
ages has gravelled ! 

Aha and oho! I’ve dis- 
covered the key, 

That none of your 
sphinxes or lynxes 
could see ! 


Yes, the cryptogram 
mystic J solved in a 
minute ! 
Good gracious, Ienatrvus 
DonwELLY ’s not in it! 
And ‘* Bacon ”’ I’ve found for al/ names you must write, 
That for B-c-y would make an acrostical ‘‘ light,” 


What need to explain? ’twere an act of presumption— 
My facts a child may know (cum grano of gumption! ) 
These authors are merely (their number ’s immense) 
Ignoramuses, famous at Bacon’s expense! 


Bravo ! 
I ’ve 


For Bacow wrote Brron and Burrow and Buyyan, 
BsOrnson, Bew Jonson (he could be a funny ’un!) ; 
While Dodo by ** Benson” his lordship may claim, 


And the Classics of Bonn were all bohned from the same ! 


Of names meaning Bacon I'll give you a crack array, 
There’s Merepiru, Bracxmore, Caartes Dickens and 
THACKERAY, 


lasleep. The weasel was, for once, caught asleep. The 
gy 


And I ’ve learnt by a system of crosses and noughts 
’T was certainly Bacon who wrote Happy Thoughts. 


Yet more Verulamian cyphers I'll add on :— 

Bocuanan, Dick Burton, ‘ Miss” Broventon, ‘ Miss” 
BRADDON, 

And Cookery-books, too, as “‘ Berrox,” he wrote—— 

Why, these pseudonyms all simply Bacon denote ! 


Nay, he nearly was ‘‘ Browntye,” unless I’m mistaken : 
Besant, Burns, and Bike, too, just missed being Bacon ! 
I’ll swear he’s the author of Bradshaw and Burke, 

And, to end, all ‘‘ Anon.” writes is really Ais work ! 








NAY! NAY! 

Heavens! What is this we read in a sporting paper? 

“The injury to Lady Haiié’s foot is rapidly mending, and her trainer 
declares the filly wiil be quite herself again in a short time.” 

How did this charming and distinguished lady damage her foot ? 
And why is it reserved for a sporting contemporary to publish the 
intelligence? Is Lady Hatxf perchance a horse, that she should do 
this thing? How irreverent (and inappropriate) to talk of her as a 
filly! Did she give a horse-laugh when she read about it? We 

use for a reply. Was she playing excerpts from Le Cheval de 

ronze or from Covalleria Rusticana when she hurt herself? Please 
answer quickly. 








Tae Earty Brep catcues tHe Worm.—When M,. Bexrnanp, 
Commissary of Police, arrived at 24, Rue —~_ | on the mornin 
of Feb. 19, he found the Anarchist, Sfizastien Favae, in bed anc 
desperado 
easily overpowered, although he was Favre to one. 


PAInruLLy Cowsistent.—An Ultra-Ritualistie High Churchman, 
who is also an ardent lover of the chase, refuses to hunt on Wed- 
nesdays and Fridays during Lent, as he says on those days he will 
have nothing to do with any meet. 
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THE DEVIL’S LATEST WALK. 
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THERE ’S THE DIFFICULTY. 


Brown (who has given Jones a mount, likewise a ‘‘ lead,” and has “‘ popped over”), ‘‘Come on, MAN! 


[ With the accent on the ‘* She.” 


But, thinks Jones to himself, ** Shall 1+” 


« SOY, 
= 6 Ge Sy Ny \ i” 


Let ner Go! Sag’. po ir!” 
With the accent on the “I.” 








THE DEVIL’S LATEST WALK. 
(A long way after Coleridge and Southey.) 
“ For Satan finds some mischief still 
For idle hands to do.”"—Dr. Watts. 
From his brimstone bed at break of day 
A-waiking the Devil is gone, 
To stir up strife in his favourite way, 
And see how his work goes on. 


dumb, 
| And their parasites loquacious ; 
| And he saw that some from selfish choice, 
And some from bitter need, were idle ; 
That the Law itself can’t bridle.” 
So he went down into Trafalgar Square, 
c And perched by a Landseer lion ; 
Over the hill and over the dale 
He went, and through swamp and scrub ; 
And backward and forward he swished his 
long tail 
As a golfer swishes his club. 


And how then was the Devil clad ? 
Oh! he was dressed like a working lad, 
With fustian jacket and corduroys stout, drear 
And a hole behind where the tail came) wij. ,, 
out. } ; 
He saw poor Labour angry and blind, | 
And Capital proud though unstable ; ‘ ; 
And the Devil smiled, for it put him in| He saw that loafers with sodden lips, 


min _ And waifs with faces pallid ; , 
Of the strife between Cary and ABEL. Superfluous drudges from shops and ships ; 
5 Prowlers watching policedom’s slips, 
Down the river there plied, with wind and | Law’s mischances and Order’s trips; 
And sufferers true with starvation at grips, 
To his audience all were rallied. 
while And he raised his voice and lifted his hand, 
It cut its own throat. ‘‘ There,” quoth he,| _ And he spouted—spouted—spouted ! 
with a smile, ~~ a rm — a oan, 
** Gees ‘ ’ ial prosperity!’” Denunciations o s band, 
reaameity ty | Of slavery cement ie Liberty’s Land, 
He went through the City, he went through | Sly appeals to the bomb and brand ; 
Z oo za, poe P win the poor “oe — ones 
Spi ocks of fashion and troops preda- | This ** gent’ so eloquent, fi " 
cious ; | With such warm love for ollan Hand, 


That he kept a sinister eye on. 


near, 
With a cynie’s critical serutiny ; 
And he saw that some were loungers mere, 





fear 
Were ripe for mischief and mutiny. 


tide, 
A Strike-pig with great celerity. 
And the Devil looked wise as he saw the 


And he spouted loud to the gathering crowd 


And he saw that the suffering poor were| And though they could hardly half under- 


stand, 
| They tossed their caps and shouted. 


He stirred the poor to vain hope of good, 
And the bad to fierce hope of evil. 


And he thought ‘I'll lift up a lawless Voice | With Satanic subtlety there he stood, 


Appealing to every mind and mood, 
And in half the hearts in his neighbourhood 
He raised—the very Devil! 


He left them girding at Order and Law, 
And what was yet absurder, 
Looking for Justice to empty Jaw, 


He scanned their ranks, as they shambled | Happiness in foul Anarchy’s maw, 


test ’neath the ravening tiger's paw, 
And Brotherhood—in Murder ! 


. . . . : 


That some looked vicious, and some looked | The Devil unhitched his tail and went 


And left his audience teeming 


me ‘neath the scourge of hunger and | With simmering hate, blind discontent ; 


Left fiery hearts in a fierce ferment, 
And fogged brains vaguely dreaming. 


| And he said with a grin on his sinister face, 
| ** Fools love the Devil's oration ! 
| Red revolt in their hearts will wake ; 
| Idle hands will my death-tools take ; 
And if stolid Order I can but shake, 
And move dull Law to the old mistake, 
I rather fancy the town will quake 
At streets as red as my own hot lake 
And a general Conflagration.” 





“*Wrire me pown Aw Ass,”—The promi- 
nent representative of National Lit ism in 
the Reichstag is “* Herr Hasse,” and when- 
ever he has to affix his signature to any docu- 
ment he fulfils the Shakspearian dictum, and 
** writes himself down a Hassx.”’ 




















| comment, 
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THE IDEAL DEMOCRACY. 


‘* I rurex you left directions that you were to be thawed in 1994 
precisely ’” said the stranger politely. ‘‘ Allow me to introduce 
myselfi—Number Seven Mutton anp Six. If you feel equal to 
the effort, and would care to see the vast improvements in our 
social condition since the close of the benighted Nineteenth Century, 
I shall be pleased to conduct you.” 

Mr. Punch then began to realise that he had had himself frozen 

a patent process just a hundred years ago, and that he had 
eturned to animation in time for the close of the marvellous 
'wentieth Century; so he prepared, in much curiosity and excite- 
ment, to aeeumpany his guide. 

‘* By the way,” observed the latter, “‘ you must not be annoyed 
if your —hem—habiliments, which we are unaccustomed to nowadays, 
should attract some attention.” 

Singularly enough, Mr. Punch had just begun to feel a certain 
embarrassment at the prospect of being seen in Piccadilly or Regent 
Street in the company of a person attired in grey cellular pyjamas, a 
drab blanket, and a glazed pot 
hat. However, on reaching the 
street, he found that every man 
he met was similarly clad, while 
his own costume—which, in his 
original century, would only have 
been remarkable for its unim- 
peachable taste—was, in this, the 

ibject of universal and invidious 


by 


r 


You ll have your re culation 
hat and pyjamas served out 
'” said Mr. Seven 
N AND Six encouragingly. 
Then no one will say anything 
In these days we resent 
anything that tends to confer an 
distinction on any man. 
for example, which 
ionally suggested su eriority 
f birth, } long been abolished, 
licial numbers substituted. 
Jou seem to be looking for sume- 
thing you do not see?” he added, 
r a certain blankness and 
wintment in Mr. Punch’s 
ressive countenance. 
**] was only wondering why I 
signs OT any new and mar- 
vellous inventions at present,” 
Ur. Punch. oF rather 
ted to see the air full of 
trains, manageable bal- 
ons, or coveys of mtizens dart- 
ng about on mechanical pinions. 
But | see none, and even more 
people go on foot than in my own 
Time 
Inventions, I take it,” 
the reply, ** 


‘ 


1 in time 


M 


‘ 


tif 
hela 


surname 


ive 


ex per 


was 
only served to enrich 
the Capitalist, and save time or 
labour. Now we have no Capital- 
ists and no riches, and no reason 
for hurrying anywhere, while it 
would be absurd and useless to lessen the amount of manual labour 
when, even as it is, there is scarcely enough to keep everyone em- 
ployed for six hours a day.” : 
Why are all the women I see dressed exactly alike in navy-blue 
llen frocks and feoal-scuttle bonnets?” Mr. Punch inquired 
presently. ‘“* Surely they can’t all be members of the Sal os 

‘A uniform costume was decreed by plebiscite some years ago,” 
replied his mentor, promptly. ‘* Any real equality amongst women 
was found hopeless so long as some were able to render themselves 
exc tion illy attractive by a distinctive toilette.” 

Vhat!” exclaimed Mr. Punch, “did all the pretty women 
onsent to such a sacrifice ? ”’ 

They were in a very decided minority, even then,” said Mr. 
Seven Mititon anp Six; “and it is not our way to think much of 
minorities. At present, owing no doubt to an enactment which 
penalised every pretty woman by compelling her to wear blue goggles 
and a respirator, feminine beauty is practically extinct.” 

Mr. Punch could not restrain a sgh. They were now entering a 
somewhat gloomy thoroughfare, between massive blocks of buildings, 


we 


| with large doors and innumerable small windows, which towered 


imto the sky on either hand. 
I seem to miss the shop-fronts,” he said aloud, ‘‘ with their plate- 
glass, and all their glitter and luxury. What has become of them all?” 


at PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 
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** None of your humour here, mind!” 





** Such necessaries as the citizen requires,” said his companion, | 


‘* are procured at the Public Storehouses, which you see around you, 
by the simple method of presenting a ticket. The luxuries you refer 
to were only procurable by the rich, and nobody is rich now. If you 
will come with me, I will take you over one of the State Dwelling- 
houses, and show you one of the suites of rooms. Every citizen has 
a room; or, if married, a couple of rooms, exactly the same sha 
and size as those of his fellows. ... Beautifully clean, you see!” he 
remarked, complacently, as he threw open one of the doors. ‘* Neat 
whitewashed walls, plain deal furniture, nice holland blinds—what 
more can any reasonable citizen want in the way of comfort ?” 

** There used to be a celebrated poet in my time 
with some hesitation, “‘who designed and sold very beautiful 
upholstery—tapestry, wall-papers, curtains, and so on. I fancy he 
held Socialistic views. But I see no trace of his work here.” 

“I think I know whom you refer to,” was the reply. ‘* The com- 
munity would doubtless have been glad of his services if he would 
only have contracted to supply every citizen with precisely the same 
pattern and quality of his manufactures at, say, a pork-pie a yard. 
But, for some reason, he could 
not see his way to it, and the in- 
dustry declined ; which is not 
to be regretted, for it certainly 
tended to foster individualism.” 

‘It is curious,” said Mr. 
Punch, when they were outside 
again, ‘‘that I have not as yet 
seen a single policeman.” 

**Not at all curious. We have 
none, Crime simply proceeded 
from the galling sense of social 
inequality. Consequently, as soon 
as that was removed, Justice, 
with all its machinery, became 
an anachronism.” 

‘IT think,” said Mr. Punch, 
presently, ‘‘ I should like to take 
a stroll in Hyde Park.” 

‘* That,” said his guide, *‘ has 
not been possible for at least fifty 
years. Ali the parks are now cut 
up into three-acre allotments, 
where every able-bodied citizen 
does an hour’s compulsory spade- 
work once a fortmght. A most 
admirable reform, as you will 














** Capital!’ gasped Mr. Punch, 
with an anticipatory pain in his 
back. ‘‘ Then I am curious to see 
what strides have been made by 
your modern painters, Could you 
take me to a picture-gallery ?” 

‘“* There are no modern painters. 
It is perhaps a pity—but quite 
unavoidable. It was an obvious 
injustice that, when citizens 
had to perform their share of more 
or less distasteful manual labour, 
there should be any one class that 
earned a living by work in which 
they took a positive pleasure. 
that every artist had to do his six 

hours’ stone-breaking or brick-making, or what not, as an ante- 
cedent condition of being permitted to paint at all, and naturally 
the State declined to provide him with paints and brushes at the 
expense of the community. A few artists persisted for a while, 
from sheer love of the thing ; but as no picture fetched more than a 
pound of sausages, and the average price was a bowl of porridge, 
they found it expedient to turn to some more useful occupation. 
And it is undeniable that they contribute more to the resources of 
the commonwealth by wielding a trowel or a broom than by messing 
jabout with brushes and paint. As a concession to hereditary 
instinct, however, their descendants are still set apart as State 
| whitewashers.”’ 

| “And the Drama?” Mr. Punch inquired next, “‘ How is that 
getting on?’ Has the New Dramatist a his appearance at last ?” 
| “On the contrary, I am glad to say he has disap —let us 
|hope for ever. For the essence of Drama, as I erstand, was 
| Emotion—Passion, Jealousy, Marital and Parental relations, and so 
on. Now that marriages are the subject of State regulation, and 


extend only for a limited iod, Passion, of course, is obsolete ; 
| Jealousy, too, is recogni as merely Selfishness in disguise, and 


|we have grown too altruistic to desire the exclusive possession of 
anything. While, as the offspring of every union are removed at 
| birth to a communal eréche, and brought up and educated by the 


” said Mr, Punch, | 











| 
| 


| said 





Marcu 3, 1894.] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


101 








| to put into a newspaper, if we had one ?’ 


| publie expense which did not give 





| the 
| Consequently, I am loth to attach my signature to any opinions save 





Sate, there are no longer any opportunities for filial or parental 
affection.” 
‘* Then I presume Fiction is equally : 
‘Just so. Fiction depended on Contrast. When everybody is on 


7” 


precisely the same level, the novelist is, happily, unnecessary. What 


are you looking for now ?”’ 

‘I was wondering if I could buy an evening paper anywhere,” 
Mr. Punch, wistfully. ‘But perhaps Journalism is 
aiso 4 

‘Of course. Everyone is so contentedly and peacefully absorbed 
in contributing his share of work to the State, that he has no desire 
to read about the doings of other persons, even if there was any- 
thing of interest to be told, which there isn’t. We produce just 


sufficient for our own wants, so there is no commerce; we have no /| I have not ado 
Army or Navy, since we don’t desire to conquer, and are not worth | which I have alluded. 
| conquering. No Polities, because we govern ourselves by our own | sented to the appointment of a receiver, or 
| consent and co-operation ; no Science, as inventors only benefited 


capital at the expense of labour; and, 


this being so, what is there 


‘‘ Haven’t you even a—a humorous paper?” said Mr. Punch, 
‘* T used to do a little in that way once.” 
** You had better not do it here. Humour, I believe, consisted in 


| representing Humanity under ridiculous aspects. We’re Humanity, 


and we don’t see any fun in being laughed at. None of your 
humour here, mind ! ” 
“ But the citizens have a certain amount of leisure, I suppose,” 
said Mr, Punch, ‘* How do they amuse themselves? For I can 
discover no libraries, no circuses, nor concert-rooms, nor anything !” 
‘It was seen to be invidious to furnish any entertainment at the 
i ual amusement to all, and so 
the idea was gradually dropped. When our citizens have finished 
their daily task, they find their relaxation, in the intervals of eating 
and sleeping, in the harmless and soothing practice of chewing gum. 
They can all do that, and the State provides each with a weekl 
supply for the purpose. Now tell me—is there anything more 
can do for you ?’ 
“Yes,” murmured Mr. Punch; “if you would be so very kind 
as to freeze me again for five hundred years or so, I should be 
exceedingly obliged. I don’t feel quite at home in this century!” 


A REAL LIVELIHOOD FROM LIVING PICTURES. 
(An Appeal from the Bar to the Public.) 


*ERSONAL advertisement is one of the curses of the last decade of 
nineteenth century, and it has no greater opponent than myself. 





those forwarded in the customary 
course to my clients the solici- 
tors. Of late (during the last 
twenty years or so) those profes- 
sional cpinions have been few and 
far ween. It seems that the 
_ Public prefer to be guided b 
: their own untrained will, an 
shrink from asking advice at the 
hands, or rather the , of an 
Soot Still, when the Bar of 
cng’ is expected to 
think I shall ever be ready to be 
the spokesman. Fortunately, too, 
there is no difficulty in deciding 
the proper place for the publica- 
tion of the Bar’s opinion. For 
more than half a century the 
pages of Punch have been 
nised by the Bench as the only 
legitimate columns sacred to the 
support of Justice in all its 
branches. I consequently think 
it my duty—merely as the mouth- 


| piece of the profession to which I have the honour to belong—to 


offer my sincere congratulation to the universe at large, and that 
particular part and parcel of it known as the United Kingdom of 


Great Britain and Ireland, on the result of the recent litigation con- | 


cerning the copyright of Tableaux Virants, or, to come to our dear | 


old English vernacular, Living Pictures. 


During the argument upon this knotty point, it was suggested 
that the Lords Justices in the Court of Appeal might, by assuming 
certain postures already used by an artist r considerable eminence, | 
lay themselves open to the charge of an infringement of copyright. 
Had this point been conceded it would have been almost impossible | 
to estimate the damage there would have been done to those who 
practise in the Divisions appropriated to Nisi Prius. Since the 
merging of Equity with Law have extended my own practice, and 


I| benefit to the Bench, the Bar, and the Public. 


have now no objection to taking up work in the “Q. B. D.,” the 
Chancery side, or even dabbling, so to speak, in Probate, Divorce and 
Admiralty. In the latter Division I have long desired to appear, as I 
have wished for an opportunity of suggesting to the presiding Judge 
and the assessor from the Trinity House that I am “ all at sea,” and 
consequently well fitted to deal with matters connected with our 
marine. In the courts over which Mr. Justices Currry, Romer and 
Nort (not to mention other ermine-wearers of equal eminence) 
preside it is not necessary to study posture, to any great extent. As 
a rule, counsel who appear in an administration suit are satisfied to 
adopt a colloquial tone, and rather neglect the graceful attitudes 
sugg by the statues of Conpova. It has not been my good for- 
| tune to appear bf frequently in the Chancery Courts, and therefore 

many poses for the somewhat rare occasions to 
all intents and pu , when I have con- 
ed (in the absence of 
my leader) that such and such a case may be “ mentioned” on such 
| and such a day, I have found that a more or less faithfal reproduc- 
| tion of the of the Apollo Belvidere has been sufficient to obtain 
| the goodwill of the Bench, the silent respect of the Bar, and the 
murmured admiration of the public in the gallery. The attitude is 
not a difficult one to master, especially if you strengthen your brief 
by giving greater stability to the bundle by the introduction of a 
stray of the Atheneum. 

But the decision in the matter of the Living Pictures is of the 
greatest importance to Counsel a ing at the Royal Courts before 
a jury, or attending the ings at the Old Bailey. At the 
Central Criminal Court an attitude is almost everything, and a 
barrister who thoroughly knows his work will never do full justice 
to his client’s interests unless he can during the course of his address 
suggest a perfect gallery of noble statuary. If he has to abuse his 
0 t, he should be able at a moment's notice to reproduce 

jax defying the Lightning ; if he wishes to suggest the 
| complications with whieh he has to contend, he should forcibly 
depict (with the valuable help of the firm of solicitors from whom he 
is receiving his instructions) the well-known group of The Laocoon. 
Without further muitiplying instances, it will be seen at a glance 
how much may be done with the assistance of a lively recollection 
of the masterpieces of antiquity. ; 

But to move a step in elvense of this contention. A short while 
ago I called attention, in the name of the legal profession, to a valu- 
able suggestion thrown out by the Editor of the Zimes newspaper, 
that in future lectures should be popularised. With the purpose of 
developing this most admirable proposal, I reported an imaginary 
Address that might be delivered in the Hall of Gray’s Inn. The 
Address to which I now refer was, if my scheme were accepted, to be 
illustrated with dissolving views ; and-when I made the proposal, of 
course I had in my mind the wealth of material ready to. in our 
picture-galleries. Deprive the lecturer of that material, and his 

wers of illustration would be poor indeed. No doubt portraits of the 

udges shown on a dise would be received with respect, but they 
waa become monotonous unless relieved by such stirring tableau, 
as *‘ King Jonw signing Magna Charta,” or ** The Forcible Suppres- 
sion of Grand Sergeanty.” I fail to seo how it would be possible to 
adequately depict the renowned *‘ rule in Shelley's Case,” unless 
recourse vero tial to the portfolios of Micnar, Anorto and his 
ecessors in the work of the studio. 

Under all these circumstances I venture to submit that the de- 
cision in the matter of the Living Pictures has been of enormous 
Fond as I am, 
from a professional point of view, of litigation, I can only hope that 
that decision will not be reversed. True, the House of Lords is open 
to those who are dissatisfied with the findings of the inferior 
Courts; but in this instance I trust the case may be left in its 
existing position. Practically, Mr. Punch is one of the best of our 
Ju and I earnestly pray that, should such an appeal be brought 
before him, that he will support the decision already reached, and 
frown upon any proposition to disturb it. (Signed) 

Pump-Handle Court, Feb, 24, 1894. A. Bareriess, Jvn. 





Argumentum ad Pocketum. 


Tue ‘* Question of Pockets” perplexes the Sex, 

And she-pockets, indeed, seem constructed to vex ; 

For they ‘re commonly such—so it seems to mere man— 
That she cannot find, and the pickpocket can. 

One lady—whose views unto some will seem shockers— 
Says she carries hers in her neat knickerbockers ' 
Common sense—and pick pockets—will doubtless confess 
That this is a step toward “ Rational Dress.” 


Oxper or THE Turep Crass Fourra Estate.—He belongs to the 

t army of journalists serving under Field-Marshal Quit, 

eneral Pex, Captain Street, and Lieutenant Nieps. He is not in 
the Guards, but in one of the (penny-a-) line regiments. 
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“‘] ASSURE YOU, THIS Is THE FIRST DECENT Meat I've HAD For S1x Weeks!” 








SESSION JUNCTION. 


Vow then, please '!"’—They would sit at 
their ease, [knees ; 
With toes on the foot-warmers, rugs on their 
| For the train has been slow and the ‘ourney 
long, 
But whangle !' whangle ! that beastly gong, 
The railway bell is going it strong, 
Silence, silence that hideous bell! [well ! 
* Look sharp, gentlemen !”—Well, well, 
If this is your Parliamentary train 
Who ’d wish to travel by i again ? 
Long, and slow—comfortless—chilly ! 
We must tumble up though, willy-nilly. 
Bother that Guard, though! ‘I say Bruty, 
Ien’t this sort of thing rather silly ? 
How long here? Three minutes at most! 
Hang it! I feel like a vagrant ghost, 
Or Wandering Jew, for some nameless crime 
To travel doomed till the end of time.” 


Quick, please gentlemen! Three minutes 
he re f 
Barely time for a glass o’ beer! 
Travel’ Nay, it is torture—sheer! 
Seem to have been at it more than a year! 
Hillo, Barrour! Mind my toes!” 
Right, Sir Wittram! Though goodness 
knows 
You're not as a rule so careful of mine!’ 
Faugh! Through trains—on this beastly 
ine— 
Mean Eternity! Here you may drop ages 
Crawling along—and with three-minute 
stoppages | 
Not to mention the chance of collision. 
Newsboys even seem shouting derision. 
* Frost in the Commons!’ ‘Collapse of the 
Lords! !’ 
Bah! my legs are as stiff as boards.) 
Tumble up? Force a frozen smile ? 
S’pose I must—but it’s not worth while!” 


’ 


** Now then, gentlemen! One minute more, | 
And on we go—as we did before— 
Unless—which of course would be a bore— | 
We chance to collide with—— !” | 
There, Guard, don’t roar! | 
After this long journey’s hurry and hash, 
By Jove—we could almost welcome a smash. 
Anything that might warm our toes, 
And bring this weary jaunt to a close. 
They’d know what fret of spirit and flesh 
Who'd try the strain [meant, 
Of this long through-train, 
With nothing but three-minute halts for 
refreshment ! 


On THe Greenwicu Exp Losion.—Strange 
thing that an Anarchist who, intent on some 
nefarious design, wishes to escape obser- 
vation, should willingly and knowingly walk | 
about within a few yards of the ** Observ- 
atory”! A foreigner ignorant of the lan- | 
guage might have thought that a building | 
intended as an ‘* Observe-a-Tory ”’ would not | 
change its character and become an ‘‘ Observe- 
an-Anarchist.” | 


Query.—The critics generally intimate 
that Mr. Arruur Law’s new piece for Mr. 
Weepon Grossmirn, entitled The New Boy, 
is a version unauthorised of Mr. ANSTEY 
Gurnrie’s inimitable Vice Versd. What 
remedy can Mr. Guruare have when Mr. 
Grossmirnu has the Law on his side? How- 
ever, should this piece achieve a real mone- 
tary success, the author may congratulate 


himself on representing, in his own person, | 
| The Law and the Profits. 


Tae recent Fatt or THE STATUE OF 
| Narotgon Premrer at Bovtoene.—*‘ Gone 
Nap.” 


IN CELLAR DEEP. 
(Latest Slum-Landlord Version. ) 


In cellar deep poor souls I keep, 
Cold, damp, dark, dim, depressing ; 
jut though they pine, the Rent is mine, 
Earth’s sweetest, truest blessing. 
With solemn pate let Science prate, 
That won't font me, 1’m thinking, 
Three bob a week from those I seek, 
Who’re sinking, sinking, sinking! 
In landlord’s smile (of course) there ’s guile, 
He’s skilled in arts deceiving ; 
No fire or light by day or night, 
Or tenants would be leaving ! 
If hence they die, the local eye 
Is probably found winking, 
Death will pursue the helpless crew 
Who’re sinking, sinking, sinking ! 
For come what may, such cellars pay, 
We landlords thrive on sorrow. 
My cellars still I'll gaily fill 
Vith waifs, who’ll die to-morrow. 
When asked if joy finds no alloy 
In cruelty unshrinking, 
I tap my nose! Rents rise by those 
Who 're sinking, sinking, sinking ! 


So Like Her!—Mrs. R. has seen it an- 
nounced that an opera called I Medici has 
been produced in Berlin. ‘* Always going to 
the French for a subject,” observed Mrs. R., 
“for, of course, this is only ‘ The Medicine 
om spite of itself’ set to music.” 


| 





Tweatricat Anticipatory Nore. — The 

| new melodrama to be produced at the Adelphi 

is to be entitled The Scales of Justice. We 

hope there will be no t ‘‘ waits” between 
|the acts. Rather a fishy title, by the way. 
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“ SESSION JUNCTION.” 


PARLIAMENTARY Trary. “*QUICK, IF YOU 
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PLEASE, GENTLEMEN! THREE MINUTES FOR REFRESHMENT!!” 
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WHISK: 


— 
—— 


FOGGY WEATHER. 


‘Has Mr, SMITH BEEN HERE!” 


“Yes ; 


HE WAS HERE ABOUT AN Hour Aco,’ 


‘*Was I wire um?” 








THE TRUE (AND ARISTOCRATIC) BLUES. 


(‘ Depression marks the fashionable woman—it 
is interesting to be seriously sad.”—Hearth and 


ome,] 
Cour, Par.xis, let us bravely try 


To seem supremely sad hereafter, 
The mournful voice, the thoughtful sigh 


Are more attractive now than laughter; | 


Come, banish that plebeian smile, 
_ That happy look is simply folly, 
You must assume the latest style 
Of fashionable melancholy. 


All cheerfulness is surely bad, 
Away with ev kind of jesting, 

It is the “ obviously sad” 
Who are, they tell us, “* interesting” ; 


| 


| 
| 
| 


No matter though you feel at heart 
Bright, gay contented with the present, 
If nature fails, achieve by art 
A look consistently unpleasant. 


So langh no more, 0 Pay.1is mine, 
But seem dejected, apprehensive, 
As though some destin 1 ign , 
Had made those lovely features pensive ; 
And you will weep, and I will sigh, 
And Mavp will speak in accents tearful ; 
So that existence by-and-by 
Will really be extremely cheerful ! 








PARADOX. 


A PARTicULAR brand of bread is com- 
mended because it is ‘‘ not kneaded,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFPICE. 


Any new work by the author of Timothy's 
Quest is assured of a circle of charmed 
readers on both sides of the Atlantic. Polly 
Oliver's Problem, Mrs. Wiaars’s last book 
Gay and Brep), is marked by that whole- 
some breeziness of tone, quiet humour and 
dainty style which have sent her earlier work 

| into a fifth edition. 

In the publication of Tarenrs’s History of 
the Consulate and the Empire of France 
Messrs. Cuatro anp Wrypvus have embarkec 
upon one of the most attractive and impor- 
tant literary undertakings of the year. My 
Baronet has a cherished recollection of boy- 
hood, when the work, then fresh from the 
hand of the author, reposed on a certain library 
shelf, in twenty solid volumes, a romance 
enchanting beyond all contemporary fiction. 
The new edition, admirably translated by 

| Mr. Fornes Cawppect and Mr. Jonn Sres- 
| BING, will be completed in twelve volumes. 
| The first, portable and well printed, brings 
the moving story from the date of the 18th 
Brumaire (Nov. 9, 1799) to the month of Ger- 
minal, year VIII. of what was still nomin- 
ally the French Republic. Within the space 
\of eighteen months we see Napro.Eon at his 
| marvellous best, still oung and slim, victor 
at Marengo, master of Italy, dictator on the 
| Continent, haulked onl by England, with 
whom, as the volume closes, he, under cover 
| of a transitory peace, is preparing for a deadly 
| struggle. 

My Child and I, by Fironence Wanrvey, 
is a story that you may take up in a hurry, 
but which you will not be able to put down 
as quickly as you took it up. Look at the 
clock ! **T’ll just read one more chapter,” 

you'll say, ‘‘ to see what happens to so-and- 
so’’—the Baron will not aes the secrets 
of the three volumes by breathing one single 
| name—and then, having finished the chapter 
in less time than you had expected, you will 
give yourself ‘* just five minutes” to dip into 
janother. You'll dip, and dip, and dip, until, 
perhaps, unless your study be gas-lit or 
| electric-lit, you will have expended the mid- 
|night oil and wax, and be reduced to ‘‘a 
dip,” if such a thing ean be found in the 
house, An imperious voice will be saying to 
|you, “* You don’t leave the room till you 
have finished that,” and even an imaginary 
| finger will point to the third volume. An 
occasional helping of spiced brawn refreshes 
the literary palate, and is good for the lite- 
\rary digestion; and Frorenck Warpen’s 
My Child and I will both tickle the taste, 
and satisfy the appetite. For ladies I should, 
says the Baron, recommend it, if you’ve been 
out for a good walk after lunch, with five 
o’clock tea, as it will occupy you till dinner- 
time; but for the men, the Baron would say, 
await the retiring hour after dinner, /’ heure 
de whisky et du tabac, and then take My 
Child and Me (to be grammatical) on your 
knee, and enjoy it till your eyes close, and 
the demand for “ the downy” is imperative. 
That this is the way to enjoy a novel is the 
boldly expressed opinion of the unselfish 

Baron ve Boox-Worms, 


Neighbours and Nuisances. 
(A Query by a (would be) Quiet Man.) 


|** Love your — as yourself as you 
travel the wide world through.” 

Yes, that’s all very well as a general rule, 

but what ’s a fellow to do 

| When that neighbour, with whom upon 
neighbourly terms he would only be 
| happy to jog, 

| Keeps a strumming 
and nocturnally 





iano, a crowing cock, 
cowling dog ? 
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THE STAGE MARITIME 
MURDER. 


On, loud roars the metal thunder! 

Oh, fierce blows the beastly 

draught, 

Careering around and under 

The waves and the rocking raft! 
But now, though, the waters 
simmer, 

now though, they 
the moon, 
with 


And light 


W hich greenish 


says its 
glimmer 

That murder will happen soon ! 

And then, there's the tremb 

ling tune 


The tune that gets dimmer and 
dimmer and dimmer 

Till it sinks right away in a 
swoon ! 

Yes, I know 
tune, 

And I know that theatrical moon, 

Which invariably cometh too 
soon, 


Ere the gasman can trim her! 


that theatrical 


The raft is a creaking lumber 
Of curious logs of wood ; 

The persons upon it number 
Just two, as they always should 

When tunes are affettuoso, j 
And murder is m the air! 

When fiddles Legin to ro 80, | 
A corpse is as good as there! 
The men make a grisly pair, 

Their cheeks being smudged with 

the paint of starvation, 
And their eyes being fixed in a 
stare, 
In a rather remarkable glare, 
Which you anyone 
wear 
Save in this situation. 


never set 


+h, why are the fiddles fainter * 
Oh, why is the drumming o’er * 
Oh, why are the moonbeams 
quainter 
Than ever they were before ? 
Oh, why—but I see the notion : 


lhe reason for all is plain ; 


The Macgregor, “‘Ha! Ha! 


FANCY PORTRAIT. 


“ROB ROY MACGREGOR OH!” 
YE 


And he does it all over again 
Till at last, to a sorrowful strain 
Which I’ve heard many 
times at the Lane), 
A “trap” puts an end to his 
pain, 
And he sinks through the 


ocean ! 





SHABBY IN OUR LABBY. | 


By Ni mrod, of Matabeleland and 
Wargrave-on- Thames. ) 


Arn—** Sally in our Alley.” 


Or all the cynics smart and tart, 
There’s none like dour Laney ; 

He makes of snarling a fine art, 
And chaffs like any Cabby. 

There’s not a Rad in all the land | 
Is half so shrewd as Lappy ; 

Bat when ’gainst England he lifts 

Sok 


| 


It seems a little shabby. 


Of all the tasks a man may love 
There’s one would give me 


gruel, 
And that is the attempt to prove 
My countrymen all cruel. 

But Lapny’s jest is at its best, 
His pen most glib and gabby, 
When showing Butt a tyrant- 

OOL; 
How very odd of Lansy! 
The quidnunes and the gossips all 
Relish the pars of Lappy ; 

On British troops he voids his gall, 
And paints Lo Bren a babby. 
But — ’s no mere chopping- 

slock, 
He’ ll have a shot at Lappy, 
And teach him not at pluck to 
mock 
In fashion sour and shabby. 





“*Meaw Denstty oF A Bopy.” | 
—We are asked for a definition. | 
Here it is. A miserly chap who, 
on being asked for a trifling loan, 
pretends to be uncommonly hard | 


— aon Of hearing. [N.B. This is a deaf- 


NOT YET SUBDUED 


The murder is now in motion— 
rhe victim is in the main! 
Is struggling with might and 
main ! 
Is kicking and making a fearful 
commotion 
In the dusty and faint-smelling 


Roy!” [ Exit. 

[The Scotch Sea Fisheries Bill being not only “ scotched,” but practically 
“kilt.” by the House of Lords, the Government has abandoned it. Dr. 
Macoreoor, therefore, arose in his wrath, and asked, as Mr. Wrison 
BARRETT used to do in a celebrated melodrama, “* How long! How long!’ 
How long the Government intended to toelerate——” 


inition. ] 

Sucerstion By “Our ULTRA 
tap.”—He calls the House of 
Lords ‘ta set of old washer- 
women, who, as they play havoc 


main ! order !” 
But he struggles and struggles 


in Vain, 


The Speaker. “ Order! ° 
Whereupon The 
picture by 


Macq reqo Fae 


. . but for what he 
our enthusiastic Hieland Laddie. } 


with any Bills sent up to them, 
ought to advertise over their door 
at Westminster, ‘ Mangling done 
here.’”’ | 


the above 


did, see 








RE CASTE AT THE GARRICK. 

I ruink it is Eccles who says, ‘* Let the young ’uns have a chance,” 
and on this principle Messrs. Hare and Bancrort have re-cast 
Caste, with Gireert Hare as Sam Gerridge. Now the worst, or the 
best (as you will) of this re-arrangement is that the Leveret is so 
uncommonly like the old Hare, that Hare pere, as to allow small 
chance to those who have seen Caste with the original cast of forget- 
ting the old Jeremiah as they see before them the young Jeremiah, 
and consequently uttering a jeremiad. On the other hand, those who 
see this Caste for the first time are immensely pleased with Hare 
minor ; but even these, being acquainted with other performances of 


cannot be quite unprejudiced, much as they may enjoy the per- 
formance of Hare minor. is may be mere Hare-splitting, but, if 
it is so, who began it ? Why, the Management,—whatever that term 
may mean,—at the Garrick. 


@’ Alroy. But poor Mr. Astnepon cannot pone Bancrort out of the 
art, very much as the well-intentioned Mr. Dick could not, for the 


ife of him, exelude King Cuartes’s Head from his Memorial. And | 


if Antnepon cannot forget Bancrorr, how much less can it be 


expected of an audience who know the idiosyncracies of that actor by | 
heart ? Miss Kare Rorke is most interesting as Esther ; but Miss 
May Harvey is inelined to over-act Polly Eccles ; she is, however, 
very good, and at her very best in the last Act, which would cover 
a multitude of faults, even if there were a multitude to cover. 

There cannot be, and could never have been, a better Marquise than 
Miss Rose Lecierce, who is La Marquise au bout des ongles, a typ!- 
cal foolish feminine aristocrat. The piece is all very charming and | 
very pretty, but it has become old-fashioned, yet not so sufficiently | 
old-fashioned as to make it a study of a period. A Junior O. P. | 








: 1 | _ = : Missinc Hackney Crercyman,”’—“ ( !’? remarked Mrs. 
Hare major,and having been told that this is Hare major’s part, | tus Meus Hs lo yaa 


2., on reading the above headline in the P. M. G., “1 have heard | 
of a ‘Hackney coachman,’ but never of a ‘ Hackney clergyman. | 
And yet,” she added reflectively, ‘“‘ I have heard of a clergyman 
whose ‘sermon was rather hackney’d.’ So, I suppose there is 2 | 


F | regular set of them about.” 
Fornes Ropertson is excellent ; he is a thoroughly manly George | s 


Ou, wHat A Srr-Prize!—A Knighthood. 


Tae AnAncuist’s Morro.—‘t You be blowed—up!” 
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TOBY, M.P., IN THE TROPICS. 


S. ‘* Pembroke Castle.” Saturday.—Under the Southern 
The sun is shining out of a blue sky. A warm west wind 
ng; half a mile to leeward a school of whales puffing and 
blowing, as if the water were insupportably hot. Since we left 
Madeira we have been sailing on a summer sea, lightly rippled by a 
ze that one night, blowing off Cape de Verde, brought a 
strong smell of seaweed, though no land was visible. 

Conversation quite easy now; but no such desire to indulge in 
displayed when the rollers of the Bay of Biscay made it 


R.M 
Cros 


Low 
bree 


it as wa 


im posta Die 
We have come unto a land where it is always afternoon. Realise 
the languor of the lotus-eater. Our world is bounded by a 
horizon five miles distant, whichever way we look. For us the 
while this is all the world, and we have it to ourselves—we and 
th whales 
sea-gulls followed us, swooping restless and tireless in our wake. 
They have deserted us, gone back to Madeira, or, peradventure, 
called in to moult a friendly feather on acquaintances at Cape de 
Twice a ship, homeward bound, has passed us by on the 
er side, apparently fearful of breaking in upon our solitude. 
The scene, fair all day, is fairest at 
night, when the wind falls, and a 
sultry yet fresh air, born in Africa, 
whose continent we skirt, floats 
over the ship. 
Last night as darkness fell our 


PaSSENGERS 


pathway was lighted on the one | 


side by the setting sun, on the 

other by the rising moon. Later 

the stars came out, their sheen 

reflected like diamond points upon 

the glassy sea. Night follows 

night, each resembling the other 

in quietness and beauty. 

dinner this evening we had a con- 

cert in the saloon, at which pas- 

=< sengers from other s of the 

ship looked in. Afterwards on 

_ deck, listening to the bells sound- 

ing the swiftly passing hours, with 

=== the answering “ All’s well” sung 

= by the man on watch in the distant 
wa, 

Thursday.—Astride the Equa- 

tor. Crossed the Line at ten o’clock 

this morning. Would not have known it if Captain hadn’t men- 

tioned circumstance. Anyone could have done it, as dear old Jonnny 

Tooie used to say. When its over think no more of it than when 

you ve crossed Piccadilly. Not nearly so dangerous. Sank says he 

felt slight shock as if we touched it. That is his imagination, which 


is always active, 

Thermometer on deck marks 84°. Spend day in truly British 
fashion. After luncheon played cricket. After dinner had a ball on 
lower deck. Ball-room covered in by awning open at sides to wind 
blowing in from Atlantic. Still a trifle hot for the exercise, 

Getting a little anxious about Father Mutarncar. Evil commu- 
nications are having proverbial effect. He is, so to speak, growing 
a little tropical. First noticed him coming down Channel from 
Southampton. His presence seemed to cast a peaceful balm over the 
ship, its busy crew and its multitudinous passengers setting forth 
on a long voyage. Sark looking upon him began softly to whistle 

| ** For those in peril on the Sea.” Like another man, Father 
Mvutiixcanr is “little but ’e’s wise.” Benignantly wise he seemed 
as he stood with folded hands surveying through gold-rimmed 
 apeery the bustling scene on deck. The sombreness of his cleric- 
ally cut black suit was solely lightened by a deep band of linen tied 
across his throat, serving the part of an ordinary collar. On his 
head was a black silk cap with here and there a tint of purple, 
presaging the cardinalate to which faithful service woatlieumy. 
tually bring him. It was said that he had served man and the 
Church in all the wilds of the earth. Had been postiy baretes the 
Sioux in the backwoods of Canada ; had dined off sperm oil with the 
Esquimaux ; had been buried up to his neck by unbelievers in 
Central Africa ; and had for an hour and twenty minutes been used 
as a target by a Zulu horde. 

These things may be true. I can personally vouch for fact that on 
morning after we left Madeira I saw Father MuLLINGAR standing at the 

| bar drinking a cock-tail before breakfast. He explained that he had 
| never tas 
Next morning passing smoke-room where Tewnyson used to 
Maud to Mr, G. received another shock. Caught a glimpse behind 
a hand of cards of pair of eyes twinkling through gold spectacles. 
| a5 Father Mvtirvcar joining a hand at whist. He played it 
y too. 


Be 
F: 
I 


by Crossing the Line. 


Quite enough to sit about the deck, read and smoke. | 


| for New Zealand 6 b 
| be able to teach the natives a thing or two when he arrives, 
For more than a day after we left Madeira a flock of | 


'the famous picnic trip. 


arrangem 
_ Copenhagen lunch, the Princess or WaLEs chance 


** Ah,” said he apologetically ; ‘‘ you should see me play euchre. 
That’s my game.” 

This afternoon he appeared on the cricket field got up 
ducks, with white flannel shirt tied round the waist by bandana 
neatly coloured in violet and vermillion. In place of his clerical 
white collar shone a red and yellow kerchief of the kind dear to the 
heart of the costermonger out for a Sunday afternoon. On his feet 
were a pair of pumps with neat bow of ribbon tied over instep, The 

good Father pointed 


in pair of 


delivered and standing on one } I q 
the risk from a ball a little off the wicket deliv with undue | 
swiftness. Still like Bobs of Rupyaxp Kreiive’s fancy, “* e's a terror 
for ’is size,” is Father Mutiincar. He's bound on mission service 
. and being in good hands on board this ship, he’ll | 


Saturday.—Offt St. Helena, but cannot see it, because, like the 
Spanish fleet, it is not yet im sight. Hear a pretty story about 
After luncheon at Cope , it was 
suggested that Tennyson should follow his custom of an after- | 
noon, and read aloud from his poems. Poet Laureate usually 
had seated next to him the young lady of the party, and had 
formed pleasing habit of holding her hand with fatherly affection 
whilst he declaimed favourite passages from his works. In the 

ent of guests and visitors in smoking-room after the | 
to sit on Tenny- 
son’s left, in place usually oceupied by the other young lady. | 
Tewnyson read Maud, As he proceeded, losing himself, as usual, | 
in the intensity of the poem, the other guests were horrified to 
observe his left hand fall into its accustomed position, and seize | 
that of his companion on his left. H.R.H. smiled, and left her hand | 
passive in the poet’s vigorous grasp, where it was held till the | 
reading was finished. [{N.B. This (by exception) is a true story. ] 

Capetown, Monday.—You remember Horace’s Iter ad Brun- 


| distum, an account of his travels through Greece, on his way to visit | 
After | 
| telis how bad wes the water he had to drink, and how he used to | 


the famous Brundisium? He gives much detail of the journey; | 
anoint his weak eyes. A single line of the narrative, and that the 
last, is given to Brundisium. ‘‘ Here,” he writes (I quote from | 
memory. No Horace in ship’s library), ‘‘ ends my journey and my | 
stock of writing materials.” ¢ 
Shall follow in my Iter ad Capuum an illustrious example, by 
writing nothing about Capetown. ‘This for divers reasons. First, 
shall be back almost as soon as this reaches you, and will tell you all 
about it. Next, 1 am straightway going up country to meet Lo 
Benevta. I have a message and a parcel forhim. When Sacre 
or Queen Anne’s Gate heard I was going to South Africa, he came 
bearing a blanket and a parcel of tracts, which he beg me to 
bestow on Lo Bex, should I come upon him by the wayside, evicted 





one before, which may account for the unusual hour. 
read 


without compensation. 
| “T would,” said the good man, brushing away a tear, “* have 
added a rifle and a bottle of rum. But I do not like ostentatiously 
‘to place myself in competition with agencies of older standing for 
the spread of civilisation.” 





BRAVO CAMBRIDGE! 


[Cambridge beat Oxford at Association Football, February 21.| 


Brave boys, you beat the odds and Oxford too ; 
A feather this in football-caps for you. 


Cambridge may fail, and things go hugger-mugger, 
When meeting Oxford at the game called ‘“ Rugger.” 


’ Yet who henceforth shall rashly dare to mock her 


When with great Oxford shins are crossed at ‘* Soccer”? 


From eulogistie and exhaustless firkins 


Shall streams of Cambridge butter flow for Perkins, 
Who boldly faced the gone ompsinns Fry, 
And, shooting well and wisely, wiped his eye. 
Tell me who better challenges comparison 
With classic heroes than the dauntless Harrison, 
Who, when the ball came near him, never missed it, 
Withstanding Oxford charges while he “‘ fisted.” 
O keen to charge and skilful to defend, 
Accept, ye brave, three cheers from Punch, your friend. 








“Lriapriity or Partwers.’’—‘‘ Look here, Brure, dear,” said 
Neue to her cousin at a dance ; ‘‘I will put your name down onm 
ecard for all the dances that are not filled up, and then I can say ‘ 
am engaged.’” ‘* Yes,” returned Brrure; “ but where do I come 
in?” “Oh,” returned Newiie, quickly; ‘ you’ll come in for any 
row from Mamma.” 


THEatRicaL Ov pir.—Signora Duse is coming to revisit us. At 
least they du say say so. 





| 


ly called attention to these by a habit, contracted | 
jin some foreign parts, of lifting = foot when the ball was 
to bat. This, he says, diminishes | 
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| DIABETES WHISKY 


sno Sugar. Isnot stored in Sherry Casks 
fer sta BEES, GOUT, & KIDWEY COMPLAINTS. 
ertainly seems to éegerve its name." — Laxcer 
48s. per Doz. 
CARRIAGE PAID. 


GEO, BACK & CO., 


Devonshire Square, London. 


can BE “GUARANTEED BY, TRU CAN pn Tr 

sax WHISKY. 

oe 1 eapery sion in England 
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wottied under Govera- by the Wine Merchants 
n Offices | 2 & 70, MA 
“COCA-TONI [C- 
A combination by the Growers of high 


Zz 
joco Carsoie, 1866 make, | Wurre Carsvce, Bottled 
MAKK | LANE 5.0. S.U, 
(Laurent-P»rrier.) 
kxtract. A most wonderful tonic for 


It strengthens the saai+ exhausted 
by woary or oveawors, acd hardens 
and braces the Nervous bystuna It ls 
or macre Srricact in relieving +at 
agonising paroxysms of 

CRALGIA. 
*A most delightful drink. I cannot 
speak & too highly of its nerve-restoring 


pow 
GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA 
Pints, 45. ; balf-pints, 24s. per dos. 
Sold Everywhere. 
A sample pint post free for 3s. Od 
from Hearz & Coitis6 woop, Sole Con 
signees, 4, Sussex Place, London, EC 


sv mare Ay. Franea, 
MUSET’S 
HAM PAGNE. 
The LANCET ssys:— “We have 
analysed it. and are able to give it 
anqualified It is free from 
adulteration of any kind. and pos 
delicate favour 
72/- per doz., Cash. 
Delivered at any railway station im 
“UK.” Prom ail ¥ ine Actenants, 
orat? ot :. To wer St. - Londo a, BC. EC 


LIQUEUR OF THE 


itt. CHARTREUSE. 


This delicious Liqueur, which 
me so much into publile Grow ak on 
ccount of its wonderful properties of 
tion and preventing Dyspepsia, can 
f all the oy ipal Wine and Spirit 
ughout the Kingdom, and at a con 
ss price than formerly Sole ¢ onsignee. 

K, 44, Crutched Friars, , London, EC 
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Packets, Sets & Albums. 
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‘Try iT In Your Batu. 
ScRUBB’'S (:=.) AMMONIA 
MARVELLOUS PREPARATION. 
Refreshing as a Turkish Bath. 
Invaluable for all Toilet purposes. 
Splendid Cleansing Preparation for the Hair. 
Kemoves Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, &c. 
Restores the Colour to Carpets. 
Cleans Plate and Jewelle 
18. bottle for six to ten baths; 
Of all Grocers, Chemists, &c. 
; (Gs & Co., 328 Southwark uuthwerk Otreat, =. 


O. M.”|LEA & PERRINS 
Op Mar. Ss A U C E. 


The finest type of DUBLIN 
The Original and Genuine “’ Worcestershire Saace” 


WHISKY obtainable. 
Over 50 years’ established For HOT and COLD 
MEATS, 


reputation. 
Cases of 1 doz. bottles fre 

GRAVIES, 
SALADS, 
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to all Railway Stations on 
receipt of 50s. 


ANDREWS & CO., 





DAME 8T., DUBLIN, SOUPS, 
Bole Proprietors of the GAME, c 
Cc, O. M. Brand. FISH 
London Office— ° 
12, Jousx Sraeet, ApgLrai. WELSH 


Signature is on every Hottie of the Genuing 
end Original 


DINNEFORD'S MAGNESIA. 


For ACIDITY or rae STOMACH, HEARTRURNS, 
HEADACHE, GOUT, and INDIGESTION, 
Bold throughout the Worid 


TO SMOKERS. 
FLOR DE DINDICUL, tahia yd 


of exquisite Gavour and aroma olsseurs 
~e_ them better than Movenneee, *—Wosto, 








ALL FAT PEOPLE 


bhould by hty y+ TABLETS (Rese. , 11. Noxes of 100, 22s. and Ws. (two sites 
he only sa for Brourness. Send 2s to Sam pies dand 5), \s.,post free! stamps. KEWLAY, 
THILENE OO. Finsbury Pavement, London. | 49 & 74, Strand, & 14%, Cheapside, London. Kat! 
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10/6 SWAN 10/6 
FOUNTAIN PEN. 


RUBBER RESERVOIR with 
GOLD PEN, IRIDIUM TIPPED, 


POLNTS. 
In merit and excellence the Peer of all 
One oytiagte 13,000 ster! pens costing 
Once filled, writes incessantly for 39 houre, 
Traveller's indispensable requisite 
Clergyman 6 bew best help 
Basy man's time and Rooney ecomemiser 
OUR PENS ARE KNOWN THER WORLD 
OVER, AND Without KEAERVATION WE 
GUARANTER THEM PERFECT 


We only require your Steel Pep and Handwriting 
te guide us in selecting & Pen. 


Our Mdustrated Catalogue free upon application 


MABIE, TODD, & BARD, 


Manufactur Geld Pens & Swan Pountain Pens, 
93, Cheapside, London, E.0., and 


96a, Regent St., W. (Piccadilly End). 
(Betastssnen 1646) 


HOOPING COUGH, 
CROUP. 
ROCHE’'S KRERBAL EMBROCATION. 
the celebrated effectual cure without internal 
medicine, Bole Wholesale Agents, VW. bLowsnve & 
ten, 147, Queen Victoria Street, london 
Buld Uy most Chemists. Price 4+ per bute 
‘aris—Naaat, 14, Rue dela Pa 
‘ | Co, North William Street 
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Sold only im l-ounce Packets, and 2. 4. 8 ounce, and |-Ib. Tins. which keep the Tobacco in fine smoking 
condition. Ask at all Tobacco Sellers’, Stores, &c., and take no other 
SMOKERS ARE CAUTIONED AGAINST IMITATIONS. 

The Genuine bears the Trade-Mark, “Nottingham Castle,” os every Packet and Tis. 
PLAYER'S NAVY CUT CICARETTES, ix Packets and Tins only, containing 12, 24, 60, and 100, 
The follow ing extract from the “ Review or Reviews,” Sov., 100, is of interest to every Smoker: 

THE PIPE IN THE WORKHOUSE.—The picture drawn by our Helper of the poor old man in the 
workhouse, puffing away at an empty pipe, has touched the heart of some of our correspondents Ome 
who dates from the High Alps, and figns Bimself “ Old Screw,” ays: “ I have been struck With your sag 
gestion im the October number of the Keview of Kevirws for a scheme to supply smokers in union work. 
houses With tobacco. | am afraid, judged by the ordinary standards, | am the most seifish of mortals, as [ 
never give a cent away for purposes of so-called charity, but this scheme of yours 
sympathies of a hardened and inveterate smoker Were | in London, | would at once acollecting box 
for the fund, and levy comtributions for it om my smoking acquaintances, but, unfortunately, my business 
com peis me to be a ey round the Continent fer the next sine . a ee 
and would like to contribute a pound of what I consider the SMOKING TOBACCO, « 
(PLAYER'S BAVY CUT’ (this is not ae | enclose, therefore, a cheque for the amount.” 
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PRICE — ls., 64., Se. Gd., 
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errr g Lai oaring 
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Wholesale, B. BOVENDEN & SONS, 
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a highly diastasic Malt Extract 
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Geld Everywhere 
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MEDALS. 


Tens Write as 
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Lead Pencil. Neithes 
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points being rounded by « 
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Supplies a Daily Luxury. Dainties in| 
Endless Variety. The Choicest Dishes and 
the Richest Custard. 
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